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COOPER: Nobody's spoke but you and me.
SHEPPEY: 'E don't seem to 'ear either.

DEATH: Why should he? I have nothing to say to him yet.
SHEPPEY: I was just going to sell her a bottle of our number

three when you come in.   Women think they're artful.

They're just as easy as men really.

COOPER: Look 'ere, governor, if you want to get away you'd
better look nippy.  They'll be back in 'alf a mo5,

SHEPPEY: Not me.  I ain't going to trust myself to a fellow
that's as blind as a bat and as deaf as a post.

COOPER:   Don't I  tell  you if you  stay  'ere  they'll shut

you up?
SHEPPEY:  Maybe  you mean well and maybe you  don't.

Maybe you're the devil in disguise.   I'm a respectable

member of society and I'm not going on any 'arum-

scarum adventures.

COOPER: Don't say the gipsy never warned you.

SHEPPEY: That's all right. I'm in the middle of an interesting

conversation   with   this   lady.    I   don't   want   to   be

disturbed.
COOPER: Oh> all right, 'ave it your own way.

[He slips out of the room.   SHEPPEY turns to DEATH

with a smile.

SHEPPEY: Funny *im not being able to see you.
DEATH: The hemp's not picked yet to make the rope that's

waiting for him.

SHEPPEY: That's not a very nice thing to say about anybody.
DEATH: It all comes to the same thing in the end, you

know.
SHEPPEY: But I say, if you ain't there really, *ow is it 1

see you?
DEATH: Can't you guess?